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chest inside his coat. (It makes scratching oneself easier.) As I
came in, he raised his bowed head and widened his mouth in a
grin that was no more than a movement of human flesh, for the
whole face—-eyes, cheeks, nose, lips — remained completely
expressionless. For the first time in my life I found myself face
to face with a human being who disconcerted me beyond ex-
planation. He spoke no word. No current flowed between him
and me. I could not say what this was that sat there before me,
I searched in my memory: Fiji Islanders, Tahitians, African
Negroes, Arabs, up-river Chinese — never had a gleam of recog-
nition failed to come into their eyes when first they saw me, a
spark that told me that they were men as I was a man. The
grin itself of this Eskimo was non-human, might have been the
facial contortion of a fox staring at the sun, an animal reflex.
I was nonplussed.
Later, when I knew a little more of the Eskimo mind, the
thing became clear to me. Tutiak was about to go off fishing.
In this season when no sleds run for want of snow, the Eskimo
dogs carry packs. Tutiak had come up to the Post to wheedle a
length of rope out of Gibson. The mind of this truly elementary
being could contain no more than this thought; and obsessed by
it, there was no room in his mind for the fact — which ought to
have been prodigious and was not — that he was in the presence
of the fourth or fifth white man he had seen in his whole life.
And I, in my ignorance, stood there seeking vainly a way into
this man's consciousness which could not open to receive me.
I was seeking him: he was seeking a length of rope.
He had come a long way from inland for that bit of rope, and
no sooner had he got it than he was off again. I watched him
through the window as he crossed the horizon, long hair flying
in the wind, his rags blowing about him, inconceivably the pic-
ture of a mediaeval mendicant. He was trotting after his two
dogs as if fearful of losing them; and the dogs, badly packed, ran
with long tufts of hair like his own, though theirs hung from
their bellies. Tutiak trudged behind, the pack on his back tied
under his arms and held in place by a strap that went round his
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